" Dickase
M e wesl, who cams

Dunnl A girl
1o Tookas e
N CHARTER 11l —~Continued,

‘Phrom the divide it losled like

tafti 00 fMse. ¥ whrey M. Siw

Is mot here™ » ,

“Why, Indeed, yes, so'am'L"

“Beganse | knaw him. You wre’one

hig meny | presuma”

“Wot.exactly; bat is there anything

capdo—"

“0]5 thank you, sothing, axsept that
Rgetty baweolt be sent over te us
sprung his shoulder,”

“He will be sorr¥ to hear ff, I'm|
surey’ *

“Huf* we are dolng averything pos-
sible for&im, = He is golog to make a
perfegtly lovely horme”

“And wbom may I say the'message
iy from?” Though disconcerted, Mo-

# Clou# wapregaining bis wits. He folt
perfectly cytain (here was no dan-
Ror il she knew Binclairand lived in
fhe “mounguing, Lot (hat ghe. would
rometigg find out he was not a cou
ducfor. When he asked his question
8 appeared shightly sarprised and
answyred ‘easily? “Me, Sinclair will
koow it g fem Dicksis Dunning”

McClond kosw her then. © Every
ofe knaw Dickals, Dunning n the

* high counfr®. This was Dicksle Dun-
ning of ghe, great Crawling. Stons
ranch, most widely kpown of all ‘the
mountain fapches. Wiile his stupldity
i ot goessing her Mentily before

! ovorwiedmed Bim, he resolved to ex-

Paust the last efort to winther inter-
ot y g

“1 gon't koow just whes I ahall see
MrgSinclalr,” be mnewered, ‘gravely,
“but hé ghall certaluly bave your
meg %

A doubt geemed tq stoa! over Dicke
sle al the change In McCloud's man-
ner. “Ob, papdan me-] thought you
ware*working_for the company,”

®Vou are Quite'right, T am; bat Mr,
Bincialr is Dot

® Her eyebrows ross o Mitle,” “[

think you are mistaksn, aren't yoa?”

“It i possible 1 am; but if be Is
working for the company, it is pretty

cortaln thet 1 am not" he continued,
beaping mystificalion en her, “How-
ever, that Wwilj not prevent my Seliv-
ering the piessuge. By the way, may
1 nzk w@lch shoulder™

“Shoulder!”

“Which shoulder ig sprung®

"Oh, of gourss! - The right shoulder,
and It iz sfrung preity badly, too,
Cousin' Lanes says, How wery stupld
of me to ride oyer ‘bere for a freight
wreck!" .

McClond felt humiliated at baving
nothing better. worth ‘while te offer,
"It was a very bad one” he veatured.

"But not of the kind 1 gan be of aay
help st I feal”

McQlond Smiled. “Wae are eartalnly
short of bRlp."»

Dicksle browght ber boree's head
arougd. Ehs feit again of the glrth
as shy reglfed;: “Nob such as 1 can

.mppl;. I'm sfrald” Apd with (he
word® ghe stepped away, as Ul prepar-

&

*

-

“Cax’t 1 ride him down®™

“It would be pretts rough ridisg”

*0Oh, Jim goes anywhere,” ahe sald,
with Ber attractive indifferwnce to sit-
wations; “If you den't misd beiping
we motinl" :

- “With pleasure*

She stood walting for his hand and
Mc@lond stood, not knowing just what
to do. She glamced st Nim expectant
ly. The sun grew [ntensely hot
"You will have to show me how"

“Don't ‘you know?" :

He mentally cursed the techales!
education that left him helpless at
such & moment, but it was useless to
preténd. - “Frankly, I don't”

“Just give me your hand. OA, not
in that way! But néver mind, T
walk,” she suggestad, catching up her
akdrt.

*The rocks will cut your boots all
to pleces. Suppose you tell me what
to do this once,” he sald, assuming
same confidence.. “I'll never forgel.”

“Why, Al you wil] just give me your
hand for my foul, [ cas manange, you
know,"”

He did not know, but she 1ifted hor
ekirt graclously, and her crushed boo!
résted enslly for & moment !u his|
hand. She rose in the air above him|
before he could well compreliend. He
falt the quick spring from his sup-
porting hand, and It was an Instant of
exhilaration. Thenm ghe balsnced her
salf with a flushed lugh in the sad
die, and he guided her ahead among
the looss rocks, the horSe nosing at
hiy elbow us they picked their way.

Crosglng the track, they galned het
ter ground. As they reashed the
switch. abd passed a box ear, Jim
shied, mod Dicksie spoke sharply to
him. MeClound turded.

In the sbade of the car Ilay Lhe
tramp,

“That man lying there frightensd
bim," explained Dicksis. "Oh" she
exciaimed, suddenly, “he has been
burt!" “ She turned away her héad. “Is
that the man who was ia the wreck?”

“Yes."

“Do something for hMm. He must
be suffering terribly.”

“The men gave him some water
awhile ago, and ‘when we moved him
fnto the shade we thought he was
dead.”

"He fsn't dead yet!" Dicksle's face,
etill averted, had grown white. "1
saw him move. Cat't you do somie
thing for him?™

She reined up at 8 little distance.
McClond bent over the man a mo
ment and gpoke to him. When he rose
he called to the men on the track.
“You are right” be =ald, rejoining
Dicksie; "he Is very muoch alive, His
natoe is Wickwire; he s & cowboy.™

“A cowboy!"

"A tramp cowboy,"

“What ean you do with him®™

“I'll hava the men put him o the
eaboose and gend bim to Barnhardt's
hosnftal at Medicine Bend when (he
engine comes back. He may live yal
If he does, be can thank you for {L"

CHAPTER IV,

George McCloud.

McCloud was an exception to every
tradition that goos to make up a moun-
tain raflroad man. He was from New
Englund, with & mild volee and a Hand |

» log to'mount:
s McClond intervenvd. "1 ho
wos't go away pifhout resting your|
horse. The gun ls@o hols M
off@ you gome sort of refreshment?™

Dicksls Dunnio® thoueht pot.

“The sun is wery warm,” persisted
MeClogd.

Digkule smpothgd ‘her gauntlet ia
the afeured manner patural Lo jer.
“1 am petty well wsed to 1"

But MeCloud heldon. “Beveral cars
of "trult were destroyed la thé wreek,
1 can offer. you ang qiantity of grapes
—crates of them tre spolling over
there—and pears” =
89 Thattk you, I am Just from luneh-

"And 1 have cdoled witer in thé car,

I Ypve you woa't mefuse that, so far

out in the dgserl”

Diclftle laughed"a Mitle. "Do you
eall Tl far? I don't; and 1 doa't
@il this desert by any means. Thank
you ever #o much for the waleg, but
I'm tot {n the least thirsty”

"It s king of you even to-thimk
of extending heip. I wish yon wodld
let me send some frult over to your
mnoh. It s only spojling here.”

DBicksie stroled the neck of her
Jhorse. It is about 1§ miles to the
mach Bouse” ‘

“1 don't @all that far”

“Ob, it {sn't,” she returned, hastily,
professing not to notice the look that
wend with the words, Sexcept fop pen
bl thingst™. Then, ss If acknowlk
oay 47 Leredisadvaniage, she mdded,
awinglus hor bridle rein aroudd: “I
sm under edlgations lor thie offer,*just
e h let horse

At least, won'l you ot your
drink?  Mclloud thtew the force of
g1 appoal Iotd his words, and Dicksie
stopped  ber
peared to wadep

™ .

Havs you plenty of wuter?”
“A veqgler full. Had"l tetter lead
& him down while you yal{ up on (b

and L
“Jiiy'ds pretty thirsty! 1’ guppose.|

that roughened very alowly. MeClond

Pe ¥OU |'wis & classmate of Morris Ricod's at!

the Boston “Tech,” and the acquaint. |

&0t 11 anea begun there continved after the |
two left echdol, with a Rcattering fire |

of latiers between the mountains and
New England, as few and ns far be
twesn as men's letters usually scatter
afier ap ardent school aequalntance,

There were fust two boys in the Me-
Cloud family—John and George. One
hod always besn [ntended for the
church,'the other for sclence. Some-
bow the boys got mixed In thelr era-
dles, and John got fnto the church. For
George, who ought to have been a
clergyman, nothing was left but a long
eagineering coutse {or which, after he
got il, he sppeared to have no tse,
However, It seemed a litle lale to
Ehift the.life alignments. John had
the pulplt and eppeared disposed to
keep I, and George was left. like n
New England farm, to wonder what
bad become of himmelf.

R s, pevertheless, odd how matters
toms about. John McCloud, a pros
pérous young clergyman; stopped on &
California. trlp at Mediclne Bend to

‘| see brother, George's classmate and

somethiog of & real western town. He
£aw nothing sensational—it was there,
hut- be did not ses H—but he found
both hospitality and gentiemen, and,
If sorprised, was too weikbred to ad-
mit it. His oneday stop ran on to

,| to¥n, and in the corner behind & pool

I

20k out of the brother. Yes, I'we
alked with him. He can't do anyihing
bat Bgure elevations, and, by heaven,
#6 cant feed our own engifeers here
sow.” BSo George found -himeslt
stranded . In the mountaing.

Morris Biood was cut up over i,
Jeorge McCloud took It quistly.
no worse off here than | was
there, Morris.” Blood, at that,
up cournge to ask George to take &
job M the Cold Springs mines, and
George jumped at IL Jt was Impos
aible to get a white' man to. lve at
Cold Springs after he could save
money enoush to get away, so George
wns weleomed as nssistant superin-
tendent at the Number Bight mine,
with no salary to speak of and €l the
work.

Oue day, coming down “special”
from Bear Dance, Gordon Smith, who
bore the nlokname Whispering Bmith,
rode with Presldent Bucks Ia the
privacy of his car. The day bad been
long, and the alkall Wy light on the
desert. The business in band bhad
tean eanvassed, and the troubles put
aside for chicken, coffee and clgars,
when Smith, who did not smoke, told
the slory of somethigg he had gsen
the day before at Cold Springs thut
plensed him.

The nen In the Number Eight mine
had determined to get rid of some
Italiins, and after a good deal of
rowing had started o to cateh one of
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I must know thut man. 1 turned
down onca for a job. He looked so
peacenbls T thought he was too soft
for ws"” The president lzid down his
cigar with a gesture of disgust. "And
ret there really are people along ehis
line that think I'm clever. I haven't
Judgment enough to operate & Lrolley
car. It's a shame to take the money
they give me for ranning this system,
Gordon. Hangod It 1 didu't think that
fellow wag too soft™ He called the

L
{ [.gr LY

|

“I'm Coming to Medicine Bend, Superintendant!”

them and hang him. They had chosen
& time when MeCloud, the assistant
superintendent of the mine, was down
with mountain fevar, It was he who
had put the Itillans - into-the mine.
He hnd already defended them from
Injucy, snd would be llkely, it was
known, to do so agaln it he were able.
On this day u mob had boen chasing
the dagos, and had at length eaptured
ong, They were runmise bim down
the elreet (o & telegraph pole when
the asxistunt superintendent appeared
in #cant attirs and stopped them.
Taking advantage of the momentary
confusion, he hustled thelr victim nto
tha only place of refuge at hand, a
billinrd ball. 'The mob rushed the
ball. ie the farthest corner the un-
lucky Italinn, bleeding lke n bullock
and [nsane with fright, kmelt, tlinging
to MeCloud's shoky knees. In trying
to mike the back door the two had
been cut off, and the sick boss had
g0t luto a corner behind a poal: table
to make his stand. In his pocket he
had & pistol, kmowing that to use it
meant death to him ag well a3 (o the
wretch ‘he was trring to save. Fiffy
men wery yelling in the room. They
had repe, hatchets, a sprinkling of
guns, and whisky enough to burn the

table stood the mining boss with

fiagman over. "Tell Whitmyer we will
stay st Cold Springs tonight”

“I thought you were going through
to Madicine Bend," suggested Smith
a8 the trelnman disappeared.

"MeClond,” repoated Bucks, taking
up his clgar and throwing back his
bead In a cloud of smoke.

“Yeo," assented his companion;
“but I am golng through to Mediclue
Band, Mr. Bucks."

hmlﬂ

“How am I to do 1

“Take the car and send It back to
marrow on Number Three.”

“Thank you, {f you won't need It to-
night.”

“I sha'n't, I am going to stay at
Cold Springn lo-nlght and bunt up Me-
Clowd."

“But fhat mmn s in bed In & very
bad way; you can't sea bim, He Is
golog to die.”

“No, be isn't. [ am golng to hunt
him up and have him taken eare of”

Ten weeks later MeCloud was' pent
from Medloine Bend up on the Bhort
Line as trainmaster, and op the Short
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youthiglness
fegtures was boylsh, and when he Jeft
he was still & boy, bronsed, but yousg
of face in spite of & lifetime's pressure
and worry crowded into threo yehrs.
He himselfl counmted this physical
makeup as a disadvaniage, “It has
embrolled me In mo and of tronble, be-
cause 1 couldn't convinee men [ was
In earnest until 1 made good in some

=

Whispering Smith, “1 never could ne-
quire aven a successful habit of swear.
ing, 801 bad to learn to fight”

When, one day in Boney street in
ﬂdleinn Bend, he threw opem the
door of Marion Sinclair's whop, flung
his hat sxiling slong the show case
with his war cry; and cailed to her in
the back rooms, she thought he had
merely run in to say be was in town,

"How do you do? What do you
think? You're going to bhave an old
boarder back," he cried. “T'm comlng
to Medicine Bend, superintendent of
the divigion!"

"Mr, McCloud!™ Magion Sinclale
clasped her hands and dropped nto &
chair. “Have they made you superin-
tendent already ™

“Well, T like that! Do you wamt
them to wait till 'm gray-headed ™

Marion threw her hands to her own
head. “Oh, don't say anyibing sbout
gray halre. My head won't bear In-
spection. Bul I can't get over this
promotion coming so soon—this whole
big divisiom! Well, I congratulate you
very alncerely—"

“Ob, but that fsn't 11! 1 suppose
anybody will congratulste me. But
where am I to board? Have you &
cook? You know how I went from bad
to worse after you left Cold Springs.
May | have my meals here with you
2a I used to thers?"

They laughed as they bantered.
Marlon Sinclair wore gold spectacles,
but they did not hide the delightful
good-nature in her eyes, On the third
fAnger of her slender loft hand she
wore, too, a gold band that expldlned
the gray in her balr at 26,

This ‘was (ke wile of Murray Sin-
cinlr, whom he had brought to the
mountains from ber faraway Wiscon-
sin home. Within & year be had
broken her heart so far as It lsy in
him to do it, but be could not break
hor charm nor her spirit. She was oo
proud to go back, when forced to
leave him, and had ‘set about earning
her own living in the country to which
she bad come as a bride. She put'on
spectacies, she mutilated ber heavy
brown halr &nd to escspe notlee and
secure the obscurity that she craved,
her nawe, Marion, becume, over the
door of her milllnery shop and fa her
business, only “M. Sinclair.”

Cold Springs, where Sinclalr had
first brought her when he had head-
quarters there as foreman of bridges,
had proved a hopeless place for the
millinery business—at least, in the
way that Marion ran It. She could,
however, cook extragrdl y well,
snd, with the ald of & se -mald,
could always provide for a boarder or
two—parhaps & milrond man or a
mine superintandest to whom she
could sarve meals, und who, likes all
mountain men, were more than gener
ous in thelr accouftisg with women.
Among thesa standbys of hers was
MeClond, “ MeCloud bhad always boen
her friend, and when she left Cold
Springs and moved to Medicine Bend
to st up bher litde shop in Boney
street near Fort, she had lost him.
Yet, somebow, to compensate Marion

.
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hard way," he complalned oncs to|night
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yon, MeCloud, one
tFip, found-himgelf

fire with Glover #nd Morris Blood,
heard them discussing the coveted and
Impossible line wp the valley, He had
been taken into the cirels of consirue-
Uonists and was told of the earller pe-

men, before him to the passs ealled by
tbe Indiuns the Hox, and 4o take them
through it. Glover oalled ft a Bind, and
a big one, and though mors immediste
matlers jn the strafegy of lerritorial
control thep came before him, the pre-
liminary wag ordered and MeCloud's
findings were approved, MoCloed him-
salf was soof afterward sugrossed in
tha problems of operating the woun
taln division; but the dream of his
lite was to bulld the Crawling Slone
line with a maximum' grade of alght
tenths through the Box.

The prettiest stretch of Orewling
Stone vailey lies within 30 miles of *
Modicine Bend. There it Hes widest,
and has the pick of water and grass
between Medicine Bend and the Miw
sion mountalps. Cattlemen went into
the Crawling Stone country belore the |
Indians had wholly left it. The fewt -
house in the wvalley wai the Btoue
ranch, bullt by Richard Dugning, and
it still stands overlooking (he tows of.
Dunning at the jmnetion of the Frenchs
man oreek and the Crawling Btone.’
The Fremchman |s fed by oafalling
springs, mnd when by summer sug and
wind every amaller stream fa the mid
dle basin has been licked dry, the
Frenchman runs <old sad swift be
tween ity russet hills.. Richard Din
ning, being on the bordér of the In-
dian country, bullt for hls rasch
house a rambling stone fortress, He.
had chosen, it afterward proved, the
cholce spot in ‘the valley, and _he,
stocked it with eattla when yeariings
cnuld be picked up In. Medicing
£t ten doliars o heatl. He got
& great body of valley land w
coald be had for the asking,
eame the rich man of the

The Dunmings were Kentuckians: -
Richard was & bridge gnginesr abd
bullder, and under Brodie bulk some
of the first bridges on the mountaln
division, motably the great wooden . *
bridge at Smoky ~creek. Richjrd
brought out bis nepbew, Lance Dum .
ning. He taught Lance bridpebulld
Ing, and Murray Sinclafr, who began’.
i o cowboy on the Stoss mnch,
learned bridge-bullding from Richard
Dunning. The Dunniugs both oame
west, though st ‘different
young méen and unmargied, and
as western' women were tonsernsd,
might always have remafved lpa
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